Where, how, when, what, souls do departed hence:

These things (eccentric else) on faith do strike;

Yet neither all nor upon all alike;

For Reason, put t'her best extension,

Almost meets Faith, and makes both centres one;

And nothing ever came so near to this

As contemplation of that Prince we miss;

For all that Faith might credit, mankind could,

Reason still seconded, that this Prince would,

If then least moving of the centre make,

More than if whole hell belch'd, the world to shake,

What must this do, centres distracted so,

That we see not what to believe or know ?

Was it not well believ'd till now that he,

Whose reputation was an extasy,

On neighbour states, which knew not why to wake,

Till he discovered what ways he would take;

For whom what princes angled, when they try'd,

Met a torpedo, and were stupify'd;

And other's studies, how he would be bent.

Was his great father's greatest instrument,

Aad activist spirit, to convey and tie

This soul of peace unto Christianity ?

Was it aot well beBevM that he would make
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